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One 


Author's Notes: 
This can be seen as the sequel to \'Heartache Every Moment\ in some ways.. It works as a stand-alone too, | 


think, so it\'s really up to you guys how you view it. Also- my first.Vilton? *lol* Enjoy! 


Whoever would have thought that I'd find myself in this position again? This position of aching neediness. After 
all, 'm the front man, the showman. The one that laughs and jokes and exudes this air of confidence that no- 


one would even think of questioning, as after all, this is who | am. Or at least who l'm meant to be. 


But here | am, nursing this bottle of beer amid the smokiness of the bar, gazing over at the head of blond I've 
pined after for far too long. The thick, knotted cables of his hair hang like a curtain, partially obscuring his 
face from view. | still manage to catch a glimpse of his quietly smiling eyes, though regrettably their beauty is 
not directed towards me. He's focused on the one man that holds his heart as tightly in his grasp as he holds 
mine. Ryan smiles back at him, leaning forward to brush his lips against his cheek in an oddly affectionate 
gesture that makes Lily giggle school-girlishly in his state of mild inebriation. Linde is a beautiful drunk. A high 
flush paints his cheeks, brush-strokes of colour against the smooth, pale canvas of his skin. He keeps wetting 


his lips, which are now glistening with moisture. -Ryan reaches a hand out to brush away some of his hair so 


that he can kiss the newly-exposed skin, before whispering something intimately into Linde's ear. 


Daggers are wedged into my heart every time they touch each other. Ryan's hand on Linde's knee; the brush 
of their fingertips as they pass a lighter between them, the look they share, so intense that it might as well 
be a physical sensation. The punishment | keep doling out to myself eventually overcomes me and | tear my 


eyes away, back to my own clenched hands. A hand touches my shoulder. 
"Ville." 


| plaster an automatic grin on my face, glancing up to see the wide brim of a cowboy hat in my line of sight. 
He tips his head back a little, straightening up before he perches on the stool next to me and waves at the 
bar-tender to fetch him a drink. 


"Hey... Joining me?" | ask, trying to keep me voice light, though my heart is heavy. 


"You looked as though you could use the company," he says softly, flashing me a knowing smile that cracks my 
heart even more than it already has been 


| don't know what to say in response, so | don't say a thing. | keep my eyes fixed on my fast-emptying beer 

bottle, before Burton orders me something stronger and the bartender sets a bottle of Jack Daniels in front 
of us. Burton is silent as he pours it into two glasses, mine seemingly more full, and slides one towards me. | 
don't know how long we sit there, side-by-side in a silence of understanding, the seconds ticking into minutes, 


into an hour, until he finally speaks. 
"He doesn't know, y'know. -About how you feel, | mean. He never has." 
| glance up to meet Burton's velvety brown gaze. 


"Are you sure? Its just.how could he not?" | sigh, "After all, the rest of you have picked up on it. Why not 


him?" 


"Ville, sweetheart.. You've never given him a reason to think otherwise. Lily is your best friend, and it's been 
that way for so long. Its always been the same with you two, hasn't it? Nothing has changed to make him 


suspect how you feel." 
| sigh, leaning my head against Burton's shoulder for a moment before he shifts into a more comfortable 
position, letting my head nestle against his chest as he throws one arm around my shoulders, holding me 


against his lean form. 


"This is just so..stupid," | mutter, closing my eyes and not wanting to ever have to open them again, "It isn't 
meant to be this way." 


"Things don't always turn out the way they're meant to," he answers somewhat cryptically, moving his head to 


place a soft kiss on the side of my face. 


We stay there in that moment until Burton carefully moves me, reaching over to pour me another glass of 
Jack, which | quietly accept. Tossing my head back, | feel the amber liquid slide down my throat, burning 
slightly but in a strangely comforting way that makes me reach for another one. Burton doesn't stop me, 
continuing to pour the fiery liquid into two glasses until we've emptied the bottle. | can feel my head spinning, 
throbbing, but | want to continue, to keep going until | pass out and don't have to face this night any longer. | 
want to wake up to tomorrow's morning light, drenched in the after-effects of all this alcohol and with a hazy 
memory that will make tonight seem like a forgotten nightmare. | mumble to the bartender that | need more, 
need another glass, but then Burton's hand is covering mine and squeezing it, gently whispering in my ear that 
perhaps we've both had enough for tonight. 


"No- just one more, Burton. | just need one more," | mutter, looking up at him pleadingly and hoping that he'll 
understand. 


"Not right now Ville. I'm taking you back to the hotel- | think it's time for both us," he sighs, handing a bunch 


of notes to the bartender and slinging one of my arms over his shoulder. 


"Burton. Please.." | whine, trying to pull away from him and back to the bar-stool I'd vacated merely thirty 


seconds ago. 
"-Is he alright?" 


| turn, seeing blue-grey eyes staring at me with concern. Lily stands in front of us, face flushed and eyes 
bright, but still full of worry as he regards Burton and |. -I can see Ryan hovering behind him, hanging back to 
let Linde talk. 


"Yeah, just had one too many," Burton answers lightly, shifting his weight to prop me up more securely against 
him, "I'm taking him back to the hotel. We'll be fine, | promise. You just.stay here and enjoy yourself” 


Linde's eyes dart to my face, our eyes meeting for a brief moment that lasts a lifetime. Finally, he gives me a 


lop-sided smile- crushing my heart in the process- and leans forward to peck my cheek. 
"Goodnight Ville, you drunken little shit," he chuckles in a velvety tone, "Sleep well, love." 


| don't bother to reply- not that he leaves me much time to do so before he turns back to a waiting Ryan, 
who leads him back to the bar. | try not to think about it as Burton walks me out of the bar and hails us a 
cab, carefully sliding me into the backseat next to him. He gives the driver the name of our hotel before 
propping me up against his shoulder, one of his arms around my waist. | let my eyes slide shut, just wanting 
this night to be over, now. 


‘lm sorry, sweetheart.. l'm so sorry about everything," he murmurs. | don't know what he's apologising for- 


after all, he hasn't done anything wrong. But then again, neither has Lily. He has the right to date whoever the 


hell he wants, and if that so happens to be Ryan Dunn then.well. | won't lie and say I'm thrilled about it, but 


it's not as though he wants me. 


Burton's fingers have found their way into my hair, his slim, keyboardist's fingers tangling themselves amongst 
my charcoal locks and just gently stroking them. It's comforting and relaxing, and | find myself leaning in to his 
touch, letting a restrained murmur of satisfaction escape. It's then that his face turns, his lips brushing 
against my cheek like raw silk. His own cheek is lightly dusted with stubble, and as it moves against my own, 


smooth cheek, a shudder involuntarily runs down my spine. 


"Ville, l.. | know this probably isn't the right time at all- actually, | know it isnt- but | just can't... | just need 
to." Burton fights to find the words, though | know it's not due to a lack of knowledge. Emotion has tightened 
his tone and he sounds scared, perfectly terrified. 


| manage to pull back just enough to look into his eyes, strategically hidden in the shadows but glistening 
nonetheless. The flickering alternations between light and dark in the cab- courtesy of the streetlamps we're 
passing- make it difficult to really look into his face, and | cannot tell if it's just the light or whether there are 
actual tears in Burton's eyes. And it's then that it hits me, hard, like a bus. Burton just looks back at me, and 


as we pass by a street-lamp, | catch a glimpse of the look of utter exposure in his chocolate eyes. 


| know its wrong of me and | know that I'll probably regret it afterwards, but right now, all | need is to feel 
loved. It sounds stupid, | know, but | just need it. Crave it, like | crave a drag from a cigarette. | lurch forward 
clumsily, my lips crushing against Burton's in an alcohol-infused kiss that has both of us gasping for breath. 
His hand has tightened in my hair, tugging firmly on clumps in such a manner that l'm surprised he isn't 
tearing any out. We just lace our limbs together, still joined at the mouth, and cling to each other like we 
aren't ever letting go. By the time we pull up in front of the hotel, | know that my lips are bruised from the 
hard kisses we'd exchanged in the cab, but | can't care less. | need more of that feeling, need to feel Burton's 


warm body against mine. 


It feels as though years are passing in the elevator ride up to the twentieth floor, and | want nothing more 
than to fall against Burton again. However, out of courtesy to the elderly couple sharing the lift with us, 
Burton and | are stood as far away from each other as we could, knowing that if we stand any closer to each 
other, our hands will be at work, touching, holding, needing to be even closer than we already are. When the 
elevator chimes, indicating that we've reached our desired floor, | practically leap out, stumbling a little due to 
my less-than-clear head. | feel a hand on my elbow and glance up to see Burton by my side, supporting me as 
we make a bee-line for a room. Mine. It takes me five minutes to get the card-key to work, and even then it's 
Burton who snatches it from my hands, sliding it into the slot smoothly and shoving us both into the bright 
light of the room. 


Barely thirty seconds after the door closes behind us and I've launched myself at Burton again, my hands 
clawing desperately at his shirt and holding me against him as our mouths meet. He tastes like alcohol- as l'm 
sure | do too- which, surprisingly, spurs me on. It's almost an excuse not To think, knowing that neither of us 
are completely in a right-minded state. But as his hands work my shirt off my shoulders, I'm suddenly jerked 
into thought, pulling away to stare into Burton's eyes. 


"May be we shouldn't do this.. It- It's not.right" 


"Ville, just shut up. -Kiss me," he growls, yanking me back to him roughly and instantly covering my mouth 
with his. 


I'm sent spiralling into a higher sense of arousal when our two bodies knock together, jean-clad erections 
bumping as our hips meet, flush against each other. As | make a move to step back, Burton wraps an arm 
around my waist, holding me against him and just grinding his hips against mine. -The blood seems to rush from 
my head, leaving me feeling light-headed and dizzy, quickly travelling southwards and pooling in my groin. He 
doesn't stop, continuing to crush his hips against mine, hands scratching at my bare back as we kiss. Somehow, 
his hat seems to have stayed on his head this entire time, until | finally knock it off as | angle my head to 


deepen our kiss. | pull back, grinning as | glance down at the brown cowboy hat that now sits at our feet. 
"You're fucking sexy in that hat," | whisper hoarsely, to which Burton just grins. 


He finally releases me from his embrace, stepping backwards to strip off his shirt and toss it over his 
shoulder as he kicks off his shoes. I'm left watching as he peels off the exceedingly tight jeans that seem 
almost like a second skin, freeing his impressive erection. -| can feel my own hard-on stirring in my jeans as | 
eagerly soak in the sight of Burton, standing in front of me, naked as the day he was born. He just stands, 
waiting for me to make my move, which | soon do. After all, | can't wait any longer, not with him looking the 
way he does, golden in the glow of the street-lights that filter in through the window. | can see his eyes 
widening as | take a step towards him, dropping to my knees in front of him, so that | am face-to-face with 


his cock. 


| take my time, slowly curling my fingers around his cock, long and slender, much like the rest of him is, 
before flicking my tongue out to lap at the smudge of pre-cum that has pooled at his slit. | can hear his 
breath hitch as | gently suck the tip of him into my mouth, before sinking down and taking him until he 
touched the back of my throat. Burton's gritty groans are filling the room in a musical haze that makes me 
grow even harder with every note. He sounds hot as hell, and | can't wait to hear more of the music he 
makes. So | keep bearing down on him, letting the moans l'm emitting coax him closer and closer to climax. One 
of his hands has knotted itself in my hair and is yanking painfully on my dark locks. | can't tell if he's trying to 
guide me or just hold onto me, but whatever it is, the sharp tugging on my hair has lulled into a somewhat 
pleasant sensation, reminding me that he's here, experiencing this all with me. -Of course, not that | could 


forget when its his cock that I've got down my throat, but stil. 


| don't stop my relentless bobbing, knowing that it can't be much longer until Burton reaches his release and 
spills inside of me, and so | tighten my lips around his base, slowly and torturously pulling off to lick around 
the head of his engorged member. 


"Fuuuuck, Ville!" Burton cries out, his breathing sounding dangerously shallow as he fights for breath, "I'm 


gonna- cum..gonna..guhhh.." 


His voice is strained and utterly delicious as he teeters on the edge. | finally push down all the way, my hands 
gripping his ass tightly, pulling his hips closer to me as | bear down, sucking tightly and drawing up again. | can 
feel the muscles of his lower back trembling as | suck and moan around the tip of his dick, before his back 


stiffens suddenly and his grip on my hair grows even tighter. 


l'm more than surprised when Burton lets out a long, trembling scream as he comes, shooting into my mouth 
as | swallow, desperate not to miss a single drop. Burton's usually so quiet on a day-to-day basis; | certainly 
never pegged him as a screamer. However, I'd be lying if | said that it didn't turn me on to no end. Slowly 
pulling off from his softening cock, | rock back onto my heels to accommodate my now raging erection, glancing 
up to see Burton stumbling backwards towards the bed. His movements seem unsteady, and when he finally 
collapses onto the edge of the bed, | see that his knees are shaking. It's a wonder that he managed to stand up 
unsupported through all that, and it occurs to me that perhaps that's why his grip on my hair was so tight. 


"Bloody hell, Ville.. You're fucking amazing." he gasps, staring shakily at me through dazed brown eyes. 


| merely grin, skinning off my own jeans and practically sighing with relief when my own erection is released. 
The mild headache that | was sporting earlier- courtesy of the absurd amount of whiskey I'd consumed- 
seems to have died down, and now l'm left with a giddiness that | know has nothing to do with liquor. Burton's 
eyes seem to draw me into their depths as he gazes at me, watching as | slowly walk towards him. | carefully 
place myself in his lap, straddling him as | move forward to brush my lips over his. The kiss is lazily slow and 
sweet, and would be almost chaste if it weren't for the massive erections we're now both sporting and slowly 
grinding together. l'm surprised that he managed to get hard again so soon, but l'm definitely not objecting to 
it. 


| don't resist as Burton slowly lifts me from his lap, lying me on the bed, flat on my back and gazing up into 
his face. He studies me for an uncomfortable moment that | try to break, reaching over to the nightstand to 
get the condoms and lube I'd kept away in the drawer, but Burton stops me, darting a hand out to gently grip 


my wrist. 


"Ville.. Before we do anything else, | just.l need to say this. | know | probably shouldn't and | know that nothing 
is going to come of it but.if | don't say iT now, I'll never be able to," he whispers, so quietly that | almost can't 


hear him. 


| nod silently, shuffling back until I'm sat upright, propped up against the headboard as Burton kneels at the 
foot of the bed. He's avoiding my gaze now, chewing on his bottom lip thoughtfully as a strand of stray hair 
falls into his eyes. -I almost want to move forward and brush it away, but then | guiltily think of how much 
he reminds me of Linde in this moment. This would be such a typical Linde-pose; eyes averted, nervous lip- 
chewing, face obscured by hair. But it isn't my Lily, for the hair is a rich chestnut colour rather than flaxen, 
and the fingers that sweep it away are those of a pianist, delicate and fine, and not with the hardened tips of 
a dedicated guitarist. 


"Ville. really care about you, sweetheart. And it kills me to see you pining for Linde the way you were 
tonight- the way you do every night. He really cares about you too- loves you, even- but not in the way 


you'd hope. But.! do, Ville, | love you. And | just want you to know, even if its just for tonight. -We can forget 


about this tomorrow, or forever, but | just need you to know..” 


For probably the first time in my life, l'm truly at a loss for words. Completely. | realise that l'm just staring 
at Burton wordlessly, my mind leaping all over the place as | desperately try to think of something- anything- 
appropriate to say, but | honestly don't think | can. | finally manage to swallow, wet my lips and breathe before 
opening my mouth to speak. My voice seems to have disappeared, as no words leave my lips but thankfully 
Burton fills the silence, giving me a small smile as he begins to speak. 


"Ville, sweetheart, | don't expect you to say anything. You don't need to say anything- just let me inside of you, 
baby." 


That is possibly one of the sexiest things I've ever heard pass his lips. Especially when he's speaking in that 
raw-silk voice of his, which sounds lower than usual as a result of the desire laced into it. | merely nod, rolling 
over onto my front and resting my forehead on my forearm as | wait for Burton to touch me. | feel the bed 
shift as he moves closer to me and | almost sigh with relief when his hands brush over the back of my 
shoulders. He starts placing the softest, lightest kisses I've ever felt across my shoulder-blades, flickering out 
his tongue and just licking at my skin. My eyes fall closed of their own volition when he starts to move 
downwards, his tongue licking a trail over the ridge of my spine, setting my nerves on fire. I'm lulled into an 
oasis of pleasurable caresses, barely registering what is happening until | feel Burton gently parting my cheeks 
and the wetness of his tongue flicks out, touching me right there. | can't even begin to hold back a gasp at the 
sensation Burton provokes, the slightly rough rasp of his tongue lapping in and out of me shoving me 
unceremoniously towards the peak of pleasure faster than | expected it to. That, combined with the fact that 
my cock is just aching and trapped between the weight of my body and the mattress has my head reeling and 
| clench my eyes shut tightly, biting down on the pillow as Burton's tongue presses its way even further inside 


me, touching me in the most intimate of places that causes everything to explode around me. 
"Oh, god.. Just..god.” | mutter, my voice muffled by the pillow my face is pressed into. 


| don't resist as | feel Burton gently rolling me over until I'm flat on my back, gazing up at him through a 
slightly unfocused gaze. He leans down to gently brush his lips over mine before moving away. | hear the sound 
of a drawer being opened and shut before Burton pops back into view again, tearing the little foil packet open 
and rocking back onto his heels as he slides the condom carefully down his shaft. 


"Is this way okay?" he whispers, looking genuinely concerned. -Honestly, | couldn't care less how we do it, as 
long as we do it now. 


"Just fuck me, love. Any way you want to, just fuck me now." | moan, wetting my lips and reaching out to pull 


Burton closer to me. 


He nods, leaning forward to nuzzle at my neck before moving back to slick himself with lube. He drips some 
over his fingers before carefully moving them to my entrance to prepare me. I'm already relatively stretched 


due to recent activities and it's not long before Burton is positioning himself, my legs over his shoulders. His 


face is exquisite as he finally sinks into me, his eyes fluttering closed, lashes spread out against those 


cheekbones of his, whilst his jaw goes slack a moment, loosening to let out a soft whimper. 
"Fuck, you feel good.” he hisses with pleasure as my walls contract around him whilst | adjust to his size. 


"-| need you to move.. Please..” | know I'm practically begging here, but | couldn't care less. | can't be concerned 
by my pride or dignity when | have this incredibly hot man buried to the hilt inside me, filling me with an 
indescribable warmth that has my cheeks flushed, my heartbeat racing and my cock dying to be touched. 


Wordlessly, he responds, rolling his hips forward and nudging against my prostate, setting off delicious sparks 
of electric heat that course through each of my over-sensitised nerves, running to every corner of my body. 
He pulls back a little before pushing forward again, letting out the sexiest growl, low in the back of his throat. 
God, he makes the most wonderful sounds.. However, Burton seems intent on chaining this experience to a slow, 
lanquorous speed that is just torturing me, and all | want to do right now is to flip us over so that | can ride 
him until we're both raw. | honestly don't think I'm going to be able take it if he insists on going this slowly, but 
just then my thoughts are interrupted by a surprising jolt of pleasure that makes my toes curl. 


"God! Burton..you're amazing. Just- harder! | yelp, squeezing my eyes tightly shut for a moment before 


opening them to see Burton's beautiful face hovering above mine. 


He gives me a little smile before sinking into me completely, leaning forward to capture my lips in a searingly 
hot kiss. I've always been slightly hesitant about kissing someone right after they've been rimming me..but the 
thought barely crosses my mind as Burton's silk-soft lips settle over mine and his tongue immediately pushes 
into my mouth. In fact, the only thought along those lines that does cross my mind is the fact that | actually 
don't mind it. Not when Burton's the one with a taste of me on his tongue as we kiss. And despite the fact 
that his tongue has spent several minutes up my arse, this is definitely one of the most arousing kisses I've 
ever experienced and Burton is without a doubt, one of the most sensual kissers I've had the pleasure of 
sampling. He knows just how to caress his tongue over mine, how deep to go.he's close to perfect. He isn't 
sloppy or too eager, and is seems to have refined a technique that has me weak at the knees. -lIn fact, if my 


knees weren't currently in my line of vision now, | know that I'd be struggling to stand upright. 


| can't help the whimper that escapes my lips when Burton pulls away, breaking our kiss. | can't cope with any 
loss of contact; every inch of my heated skin craves his delicate pianist's touch. | need to feel connected to 
him in every way possible, be it in the pleasurable ache from where we're connected, or his mouth sealed 


over mine. -| don't think I've ever needed to be touched, held, or loved so much before. 


"You're beautiful." he whispers, his words washing over me in a lusciously smooth wave that sends shivers 


down my spine. 
"Burton." 


His name hangs in the air, suspended by the heat of the sex-heavy air in the room, reminding me exactly who 


it is that I'm with. And it's then that | really begin to grasp what is happening here. Its Burton who has stayed 


with me all night- at the bar, and here in my hotel room. It's Burton who has said that he loves me. It's 
Burton who has sacrificed his feelings for the sake of comforting me. It's Burton who cares about me the way 
that | need to be cared for. It's Burton who's with me now. 


| didn't realise that I'd closed my eyes and manage to force them open, immediately meeting Burton's deep 
brown eyes, eyelids fluttering, fighting to stay open. When he gazes straight into my eyes, | worry for a 
moment that he's going to stop, that he'll realise what a mistake this has to be. Thankfully, Burton doesn't stop 
the calculated movement of his hips, the light smacking sound of flesh on flesh weaving into the air with the 


harmonious notes of our muffled ecstasy. 


Burton's moving harder now, his teeth gritted and brow furrowed as he rhythmically pumps in and out of me, 
brushing my prostate with every movement. The sharp jolts of pleasure that spark every time he hits me in 
that spot are like no other- this whole experience is like nothing I've ever felt before. We fit together 
perfectly, moving together in a natural choreography that some couples can spend years trying to attain and 
with little success. But for us, it seems so natural, a beautiful thing that to me, seems more than right. It 


seems fated. 


As Burton's movements increase in speed and depth, I'm suddenly thankful that we're in this position- and that 
somehow, the act of switching off the lights was forgotten. The slow fingers of orgasm are beginning to creep 
into his facial expression, and the sight of it has me almost forgetting how to breathe. In all my years of 
knowing Burton, working with him, performing with him.l've never quite seen him in this light before. I've seen 
him with girls before, kissing and fooling around with them occasionally, but this is an altogether different 
matter. Being able to watch Burton as he comes is an experience | will never forget, never let myself forget. 


Its a rare gift, to be able to witness such natural beauty at its height. 


| can feel myself inching closer to my own release too, as | watch Burton's eyelids flutter prettily, his 
chocolate-brown eyes seeming to grow darker as the peak of his pleasure approaches. Mere seconds later, and 
Burton freezes, his back arching as his lips peel back in a snarl of ecstasy, his golden-brown hair framing his 
face perfectly. 


"Oh, god, Ville!" 


The delicious cry he lets out as he starts to come unceremoniously pushes me towards coming too, and | bite 
my lip to try and prevent the wail that escapes from my lips anyway. I'm struggling to keep my eyes open, 
wanting to clench them tightly closed as | scream out with the most pleasure I've ever felt, but Burton's 
strained voice cuts through those thoughts, forcing me to look at him. 


" Ville- please- look at me- Ville..." 


Burton sounds undeniably sexy and | force my eyes open to lock gazes with him, drinking in his lust-filled eyes, 
and the high flush painting on his cheekbones. It's the sight of him that makes me lose it completely, 
practically falling apart at the seams as | come, seemingly forever. | can feel Burton pulsing within me, and his 


screams of ecstasy reverberate around the room, almost completely drowning me out. -| still haven't gotten 


over the fact that he's a screamer, but it's hardly what's going through my mind as we both ride out our 
orgasms Together in a climax that seems to last for hours. By the time we're finally through, Burton dropping 
my legs and falling forward, lying on top of me between my legs, we're both fighting for breath. The 
discomfort of our position, in which Burton is literally crushing the air out of me, and the wondrously 
strenuous workout we'd just finished has me gasping for my inhaler, which Burton swiftly retrieves from the 
night-stand. | take a much-needed hit off it as Burton carefully pulls out of me- creating an uncomfortable 
sensation that I'll never much like- before he lies himself down on his side next to me. Silently, he reaches 
down next to the bed and hands me a crumpled t-shirt (| don't even check whose it is) and | mop up the 
stickiness on my stomach and chest before tossing the shirt aside again. Burton's eyes slowly close whilst | 
gaze around the brightness of the room. 


We lie there in a comfortable, dozy silence. The dim light of early morning is beginning to peep through the 
cream hotel curtains, the pale tangerine of sunrise only a few hours away. If Burton is feeling even remotely 
as tired as | am, then I'm guessing he'll want at least an hour or two of sleep. | stretch my arms above my 
head, my limbs feeling tired and heavy, before sliding out of the bed and walking to switch off the lights in my 
state of undress. | climb back into the bed and shift so that I'm facing Burton, although | can't see him now. 
May be its easier if | can't. 


"That was incredible, Burton. Thank you," | murmur, blindly reaching out a hand to stroke his cheek. 


"-| don't know why you're thanking me, Ville. | should probably thank you. | mean, after everything." he trails, 
but | cut him off, shaking my head vehemently in the darkness. 


"Hush, darling, hush. Let's not think like that, alright?" | insist, reaching out and pulling myself closer to him. 
"Alright," Burton sighs, gingerly placing an arm over my shoulders and holding me to him. 


What little space there is between our bodies has trapped hot air, making us even stickier and hotter than we 
already are. I'd normally suggest a shower at this point, but lm scared that if we do sluice away the evidence 
of our fucking- should | call it love-making? - then that distinctly sweet, musky, masculine scent of Burton's 

would wash away. There is no other thought more appealing than that of waking up, folded in Burton's scent as 


a reminder of the events we'd recently partaken in. 


Burton doesn't seem to mind the sweatiness of our two bodies, placing a loving kiss on the side of my head 
before murmuring that we ought to at least try and get some sleep. | nod in response before rolling over to 
place a proper kiss on his lips, dipping my tongue into his mouth and lapping up the taste of alcohol and me, 
which seem entwined together on his tongue. 


"There- now that's a real kiss," | grin, knowing he can't see me. 
| do hear him chuckle, however, before he pulls me back to him. Settling myself with my face buried into the 


crook of his neck, his silky, sweaty hair tickling my cheek as | let my eyes close, one of my hands strategically 
placed on his chest, his heartbeat pounding beneath it. He's holding me so tightly against him that it would be 


uncomfortable in any other circumstance, but | want this closeness, craving physical contact with someone like 
Burton who cares. | don't let myself dwell on it though, letting sleep take me slowly to a place where all my 


problems are solved and all complications smoothed out. 


| awake to the sound of the toilet being flushed and Burton walks out of the bathroom a moment later, still 
gloriously naked and beautiful. His silken hair is tangled and mussed endearingly, framing his sleepy face as he 
pads quietly around the room. The bright light trickling in through the curtain indicates that it's now fully 
morning- or perhaps afternoon- and has cast a light in the room that is bright enough to see everything 
clearly. Burton, however, hasn't seemed to realise that l'm awake as he makes a round-trip through the room, 
picking up his boxer-briefs, socks, jeans and t-shirt, which he immediately drops with a look of disgust. He 
sighs, bending down to pick it up again, inspecting the smear of dried cum wiped across it. -He grins a little 
lopsidedly, before tossing it onto the foot of the bed and pulls the rest of his clothing back on Once he's fully 
dressed (sans shirt) and with his cowboy hat tucked under his arm, he starts to head for the door. However, | 
sit bolt upright, calling out after him. 


"Burton! What- where are you going?" 

Burton whips around to look at me in surprise, clearly not realising that I've been awake this whole time. He 
stands there frozen for a minute before slowly making his way back to the bed. He perches himself awkward 
at the foot of the bed, much too far away from me for my liking. | manage to pull myself into a sitting 
position with the crumpled bed-sheets wrapped around my waist before | look up to meet his gaze. 

"Why were you leaving?" | ask quietly, immediately making Burton drop his gaze and look away from me. 

"| don't know. It just felt..better that way," he shrugs. 

“Burton- Burton.. Last night you said that, well..you told me you love me." 

I'm not exactly sure why l'm bringing this up, but at this point my head is spinning and has run off without 
me to control it. | seem to just be..speaking, not thinking about what I'm saying before these thoughts vocally 


leave me. It's probably not the best way to handle this, but it's too late now. 


"Yeah, | know... | just didn't think that we'd have to..discuss it, y'know? | thought everything would go okay, that 


we'd go back to normal now," he shrugs. 

‘Normal?? Burton, love..how can it? After last night..." | trail, a sudden fear gripping at my heart. 

| really don't know what l'm doing. | don't want to be responsible for hurting Burton or myself, but my heart 
and mind have joined forces and together, they seem to be formulating the words that escape my lips. And I'm 


still petrified. 


"Last night was mind-blowing.. You were absolutely fantastic, and l.. Well, you really helped me," | said slowly, 
carefully trying to stop anything that shouldn't be said from accidentally escaping. 


"-| don't regret a moment of it, Ville," Burton says suddenly, his eyes glancing upwards to gaze into mire, "I'll 
remember it for the rest of my life. | know that we can't..well, y'know- but thank you, for letting me help you 


and have that memory." 


With that, Burton stands up again, making his way towards the door with far more determination than the 
first time. However, this time | run to him, kissing him on he cheek and | hugging him like I'd never let go, 
because at this point I'm not sure if | could. After all, should you really let go of a good thing when you find 


one? 
"Don't go. Please, don't go.." | murmur, clutching into his forearm desperately. 


Ville... | don't think | could take this, not when | know you're in love with Lily," he sighs, sounding so resigned 
that it breaks my heart. 


"But l- I'm not." | trail, fighting to say the words | can clearly hear in my mind. 
"You're not in love with Lily?" Burton says slowly, and to that, | nod. 
Suddenly he laughs, bitterly, and I'm surprised. Isn't that what he wants to hear? 


"Ville, but you are in love with Lily. You've been in love with him for years! We can all see it, all of us except 
Linde, and only because he doesn't want to. | know it's hard, darling- after all, | should know, shouldn't |? But 
you can't just..you can't just transfer your affections to me. It doesn't work that way!" he exclaims, anger and 


frustration evident in his voice. 
"Then why did you let last night happen?" | demanded, staring straight into those hauntingly deep brown eyes. 


"Because..because | let my guard down. Because | couldn't help myself. Because it might have been my only 


chance," he says, his voice dropping to a whisper as he turns away from me. 


Before | realise what I'm doing, my arms are wrapped around Burton's lean form, hugging him to me and 
placing frantic kisses over his face. | can taste the salt of his tears as they silently trickle over his cheeks, 
but | continue kissing him, kissing until | find his soft lips, instantly covering his mouth with my own. Burton 
doesn't resist when my tongue parts his lips, quietly begging entry which he willingly gives. With Burton 
pressed against the back of the door, we kissed frantically, hungrily, desperately. It seems that he'd been 
trying to sneak out before having a shower, and | could still smell the reminders of last night everywhere on 
his skin Tearing my lips from his breathlessly, | buried my face against his smooth, bare chest and just 
breathed him in 


"Burton.let's do this. Lets at least try," | murmured, my voice muffled until | pulled back to look at him with 


wide green eyes, "Please?" 


Oh, Ville.. What if it doesn't work? | don't know if I'd be able to cope with that- having you, only to lose you...” 


he sighs, closing his eyes for a moment before opening them to stare back at me. 
"But we can try, right? Would it be so bad just to try?" 


-| honestly don't know what I'm doing, but it somehow feels right. After last night, everything seems to have 
taken on a new ‘glow’, and it all seems different. | have Burton here, and he loves me. And | care about him, so, 
so much. What | felt for Linde..it had been love, or at least it had definitely been love when it started so many 
years ago. | think love eventually dissolved, though | must have stuck to him out of habit. | never could accept 
that there could be someone else out there for me, someone other than Linde. | can't lie and say that l'm in 


love with Burton now- it doesn’t work that way. But | know this can work, | know we at least need to try. 


"Come on, love.. Lets just try- | know we have to try," | whisper, biting my bottom lip as | gazed at him 
pleadingly. 


Finally, Burton sighs and looked up at me hesitantly. 

‘Okay. Let's do this..." he says slowly. 

He looks so nervous, so scared and | know that he feels exactly the way that | do. However, | push away all 
doubts and just smile, wrapping my arms even tighter around him and kissing him happily. | can feel Burton's 
lips curl into a smile against mine as we kiss, our bodies moving closer together before we take blind, cautious 
steps backwards towards the bed. Burton lies me down gently before positioning himself over me, leaning down 
to nuzzle at my neck. 

"So you're sure you want to try this?" 

I'm completely sure. | know this is going to work, Burton, | really do." 

"And why is that?" 

"Because | can feel it in my gut- it's like an instinct. We are going to work," | insist. 

Burton smiles again, eyes dancing as he pecks my cheek before murmuring, "I love you, Ville." 

"Thank you, love. Now, kiss me again" 

As Burton's lips meet mine in the tenderest of kisses, | know that he understands. It's not the fairytale ending 
one usually wants, but its real. We're not declaring undying love for one another. -| don't even love him yet, 
not in that way anyway. | love him for being my friend, for always being there for me. | love him for 
understanding me, for knowing exactly what | need. | love his fingers and the way they danced across my body 


with the same grace and ease that they swim across the keys of his instrument. | love the way his hair glints 


golden when it catches the sunlight. | love the way his eyes flutter closed when he enters me again. 


And | know that if | love this much of him, | can love it all if we just give this a chance. 


